CHAPTER IV
DAVID GRANET, who had no superstitions and
who would have laughed at the mere idea of having
been at any time afflicted by nerves, was nevertheless
conscious of a queer disturbance in his mind as,
having rounded the last curve of the hilly approach
to the domain later on that evening, he entered the
gate and drove slowly along the main avenue to the
Manoir, He decided, however, at die last moment to
proceed direct to his bungalow and turning down
between the two white stones which marked the
way he drove along the newly made road to where
the dim outline of "The Lamps of Fire" presented
itself. The door of the garage had been left open
and he drove straight in. He had no sooner turned
off his engine and stepped out of the car than he
was aware of a queer, shrill voice behind him. A
miniature duplicate of Pooralli was advancing
through the dim light. He seemed to be the image
of the other, except for his smaller stomach and
thin frame.
"I am PostralU," he announced gravely. "The
brother of Pooralli who you saw this afternoon, I
come to tell you that the door of your bungalow is
open. I give you the key and carry your things in-
side."
'That is very thoughtful of some one^* Granet
said, after a moment's amazed contemplation of